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Well sing autd Coz7a's plains an' fells,
Her moors red-brown wi' heather bells,
Her banks an' braes, her dens an' dells,

Where glorious Wallace
Aft bure the gree, as story tells,

Frae southron billies.

At Wallace' name what Scottish blood
But boils up in a spring-tide flood !
Oft have our fearless fathers strode

By Wallace' side,
Still pressing onward, red wat shod,

Or glorious dy'd.

O sweet are Coilas haughs an' woods.
When lintwhites chant arnang the budss
And jink in hares, in amorous whids.
Their loves enjoy f

While thro1 the braes the cushat croods
With wailfu' cry!

Ev9n winter bleak has charms to me
When winds rave thro' the naked tree;
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltr&e

Are hoary gray;
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee?

Darkening the day!

0 Nature!